The Hiffoyie of King Lear. 

purfuethe offender, how doft my Lord? 

Gloft. Madam my old heart is crackt, is crackt. 

Reg. What, did mv fathers godfon feeke your life ? he whom 
my father named your Edgar ? 

gCofi. I Ladie, Ladie, fhame would haueithid. 

Keg. Was he not companion with the ryotous knights, that 
tends vpon my father ? 

Gloft, I know not Madam, tis too bad, too bad. 

Butt. YesMadam,he was. 

Reg. No maruaile then though he were ill affetted, 

Tis they haue put him on the old mans death, 

To haue the waft and fpoyle of his reuenues: 

I haue this prefent euening from my filler, 

Beene well inform’d of them, and with fuch cautions, 

That if they come to foiourne atmy houfe,ile not be there. 

Dt>ke. Nor I, allure thee Regan •, Edmund, I heard that you 
haue fhewen your father a child-like office. 

Baft. TwasrnydutieSir. 

Gloft. He did betray his praftife, andreceiued 
This hurt you fee,ftriuing to apprehend him. 

•Duke. Ishepurfued? (jhft. ImygoodLord. 

Dak^e, If he be taken, he fhall neuer more be fcard of doing 
harme,make your own pi' rpofc how in my ftrength you pleafe, 
for you Edmund , whofe vertue and obedience, doth this inftant 
fo much commend it felfe, you fhall bee ours, natures of fuch 
deepetruft, wee fhall much need you, we firftfeazeon. 

Baft. I {hall feme you truly, how euerelfe. 

Gloft , For him I thanke your grace. 

Duke. You know not why we came to vifit you? 

Regan. Thus out of feafon, threatning darke cy’d night, 
Ocafions noble Gloftcr of fome poyfc, 

Wherein wemuft haue vfc of your aduife. 

Our Father he hath writ, fo hath our lifter, 

Of diferences, which I( left thought it fit, 

To anfwef from our home, the fcueral meflengers 
■ % From henccattenddifpatchjOur good old fr iend, 

Lay comforts to your bofome,5c beftow your needfuil councell 
To our bufincs, which craues the inftant vfe, 

Gloft. 
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The Hi ft me of King Ledr. 

Gloft. I ferue you Madam, your Graces are right welcome. 
Enter Kent, and Steward. 

Steward. Good deuen to thee friend, art of the houle ? 

Kent. I. Stew. Where may we fet our horfes? 

Kent. Ithmire. Stew. Pretheeifthou loueme,tellme. 
Kent. I lone thee not. Stew. Why then I care not for thee. 

Kent. If I had thee in Lipfburie pinfold, I would make thee 
care for mee. 

Stew. Why doft thou vfe me thus ? I know thee not. 

Kent. Fellow I know thee. 

Stew, What doft thou know me for i 

Kent. Aknaue,a rafcall, an eater of broken meates, abate, 

proud, (hallow, beggerly, three fnyted hundred pound, filthy 

wofted ftocken knaue , a lilly lyuer d aftion talcing knaue, a 
whorfon glaftegazing fuperfinicall rogue, one truncke inheri- 
ting Haue, one that would ft bee a baud in way of goodferuice, 
andarenothingbutthe compofition of a knaue Segger, cow- 
ard, pander, and the fonneand heireof a mungvellbitcbovhom 
I will beat into clamarous whyning, if thou deme the lealt fina- 
ble of the addition. , , 

Stew. What a monftrous fellow art thou, thus to raile on one, 

that’s neithe rlcnowne of thee, nor knowes thee. 

Kent. What a brazen fac’t varlec art thou, to deny thou 
knoweft mee, is it two dayes agoe fincel beatdiee,and tript vp 
thvheeles before the King ? draw you rogue, for though it be 
nwhtthe Moone (hines,ile make a fop or the moone-lhine a you, 
draw you whorfon cullvonly barber-munger, draw . 

Stew. Away, I haue nothing to doe with thee. . 

Kent. Draw you rafcall, you bring letters agamft the Kin , 
and take Vanitie the puppets part, agamft the royaltie of he 
father, draw you rogue or ile fo carbonado your Cbankes, draw 
you rafcall, come your way es. 

Stew . Helpe, ho, murther, helpe. «... 

Kent. Strike you (lane, (land rogue, ftandyou ncatcflauc, 
ftnke. Stew. Helpe ho, murther, helpe. 

Enter Edtmndwkh hit rafter drawne , Glofter the 'Duke 
and D tit chef e. 

Ban. How .now .whats the matter ? 
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